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SPAWN 111 SUMMARY 


A group of vampires join Simon Pure in his battle against Spawn, but the Hellspawn has 
experience on his side and causes a tidal wave that engulfs Simon and his followers, all of whom 
drown. Simon survives, but cuts off his own hand to escape Spawn’s chains. Meanwhile, Twitch 
has an encounter with Max Jr. and Dawn, but it turns out to be only a dream... or was it? Spawn 
has a new plan to eliminate Simon and enlists the help of Ab and Zab, who have been reinstated 
as full demons, while Simon’s plan to eliminate those who are sinners continues apace. 
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SSSSSS VERY WELL. HE IS A RARE 
= EXCEPTION. THERE ARE PLENTY 
OTHERS TO FEED LIPON 


SURELY 
THERE 

tS SOME 
MISTAKE... 


AN ARMY OF 777 HOLY WARRIORS 
GAZES ACROSS THESE DIRTY 
STREETS, SEARCHING FORA 
SINGLE TARGET, FINDING NONE. 
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AND THIS 
iS BASED ON 
SOME VAGUE 
TIP THAT THIS 
“KINGDOM” 
GROUP IS 
PLANNING A 
STRIKE? 


AND WHAT 
DO YOU THINK 
THE MAYOR'S 
GOING TO SAY? 
HUH? DO You 

KNOW HOW 

MUCH MANPOWER, 

HOW MUCH 

OVERTIME... 


NOT 
SOUL LEFT 
IN THE 


SIR, 

WITH ALL 
MY HEART 
AND SOUL, I 
HOPE WE'RE 
WRONG, BLT 
WITH ALL DUE 

RESPECT... 


WOULD YOU 
RATHER BE 
EMBARRASSED 
BECAUSE You 
DID TOO LITTLE, 
OR ‘CAUSE YOU 
DID TOO 
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SPAWN FEELS 


MOVE IN 
INTRICATE WAVES 
ALL AROUND Him. 





HE_CAN FEEL 
THEIR PAIN. 
THEIR FAILURE. 
THEIR WEAK- 
NESS. HE DRINKS 
IN THEIR GUILT 
AND THEIR 
AVARICE AND 
THEIR HATE, 


IT CALLS TO_HIM EVEN 
AS HE CALLS TO !T, 

1T SURPRISES HIM 
HOW EASY IT IS. 


IT FLOWS TO HIM SO 
NATURALLY, LIKE 
RIVERS RETURNING 
TO THE SEA, 
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OKAY WITH YOU, 
I MEAN, 


YEAH. 

SURE. COME 
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THE CITADEL 
OF THE 
KINGDOM. 


AWAY CHILDISH 
THINGS... BUT THIS 
{S IMPORTANT. 

THE MOST 
IMPORTANT THING 
TO EVER 
HAPPEN. 
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IT’S ALL MIDNIGHT DAWN. 
HAPPENING.” EVERYONE IS GATHERING 
JT’'S ALL IN_fHE GREAT HALL TO 
COMING CELEBRATE. WE DON'T 
WANT TO MISS IT. 
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MAX... DON'T 
TALK LIKE THAT. I 


. ALL THE PEOPLE 
IN THE WORLD, AND 
I CHOSE TO 
SAVE You. 
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EVERYTHING 

I DID WAS 

BECAUSE I 
LOVE... 
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CAVALRYS 


is. as 
4 a 


=e 
ei 


Wi 
| y 


gyi} 


RIE 
LIGHT AND HEAR 
DISTANT, FERAL HOWLS. 























AN ARMY OF 777 YAMPIRIC 
Ad HUNTERS, DRIVEN 


TOA 
2A FRENZY FOR THE SCENT OF 
BLO EOF SIN. 





aL) 
3 if, ‘ a — AZ H WY SS X . ‘ 


i 


4 Gz! : 
> i ; 
= HL > SY is 
4 Bs Ff | f (K | 4 . ONE LAST LINE OF DEFENSE BETWEEN |, 
Z t : Oe NG De ft : P . A . THE MLIRDEROUS PACK AND THE 
5 ene ¢ : z f . y 4 Si CITY THEY WOULD SLAUGHTER. 
AGAINST THEM STANDS § : NS 7: we : = -- 
ONE LONE SOLDIER, (phe : 
BURDENED BY THE aa 4 g 
SINS OF MILLIONS. 




















Ww 
<gh 
oes 
£22 
Ean 

















IT’S AWFLILLY aN 
QUIET AROUND HERE.“ 
YOU _HAVE ANY IDEA 
WHERE ALL THE OTHERS 
MIGHT BE? 


UN 

5 DAWN... SHE 

y SAID SOMETHING 
ABOUTA...A 


GOOD. 
LET'S HOPE 
THAT KEEPS ‘EM 
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YOU ARE 
AN UNHOLY 
THING, A STAIN 
ON THE HEM OF 
CREATION, AND 
YOU SHALL BE 
CLEANSED!S 


JUST_A 
LITTLE BIT OF 
ARTS AND CRAFTS. 
A LITTLE SURPRISE 
FOR YOUR 
TOOTHSOME 
FRIENDS. 


SEE, IT 
MAY NOT LOOK 
LIKE IT NOW, BUT 
WHEN WE'RE 
DONE, THIS HERE'S 
GOING TO BEA 
DOOR. 


DOOR? 











VENGEANCE 
S MINE, SAYETH 
THE LORD. 
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